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office was in the Government buildings, which had been
started once on a fine design but never finished; and
even the finished bits now leaked in the rain, and let
the wind in through gaps in the floors and windows.
The Governor was a nominee of the Sultan. He
was a fat, lazy, flabby, nervous, incapable man who
cared nothing for his work, was ashamed to talk Turkish
with me, and stuck to his mongrel French, and was
querulous and pathetic, because his pay was in arrears.
He was typical of a great change. When Mustapha
Kemal set out in 1919 on his adventure he was a rebel.
Now the Sultan was of little value and the men who
remained with him were flabby inefficients such as this
man. All good Turks had long since gone to Angora.
This Governor was kept in place, because the British
General had found him submissive and had requested
the High Commission to see that he was retained. The
British still obstinately buried their heads in the sand,
and refused to see the new power that was growing in
Anatolia.
For me it was a new life. In Turkey, whatever
one does, politics creep in. The fall of a Grand Vizier
means a change right down all the ranks to the woman
who cleans the office of the clerks in some obscure
district. Still, as the day's work, politics ceased for
me. They but added the salt of interest to a life of
adventure. As a soldier I was almost free of restraint,
for I was alone and there were no regulations to cover
each action.
I lived with the Turks, not now as a subordinate or
prisoner nor on the lofty eminence of an Embassy,